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Island in Georgian Bay 


Like some giant turtle half-submerged 
trapped by an age of ice, then petrified 
the island is no larger than the circle 

a hawk draws on the morning sky. 


Humped rock that water marked 

for life till lichen climbed into trees 
and jackpines stormed the light 
between seasons of snow to set us free. 


It was the summer of our ecstasy: 
frog and fish jumped at the shore, 
the tanagers were scarlet in the bush, 
and you and I lay at our heart’s core 


embracing the sun loving the lake 
blue and golden as your eyes and hair 
in the green ferns in the dark nights 


in the crumbling mansion that was a racoon’s lair. 


A judge once built this stately house 

where we wanted neither judge nor jury. 
On heaving floors under a leaking roof 

we were the law, written in our blood’s fury. 


We heard the wind whisper it to the lake, 
the stars burnt it into the dark-skinned night, 


woodpeckers hammered it into maples and oaks: 


the law of love is the source of all light. 


Butterflies danced through many dimensions, 
we sang with the sun in our prime 

as the boat drew circles of waves around 

our bliss, a spell to ward off time. 


But storms approached like holy women 

wrapped in black shawls they came across the lake 

a dark chorus thundering against the shrieks of gulls 
to make the waters shiver and the rocks quake: 


O let not life delude you. 

This isle is not your home 

though you may think you own it 
and you seem free to roam. 


Think not that you are master: 
the things you own own you 
and truths you now hold sacred 
will soon no more hold true. 


Today this, that tomorrow, 
whatever die fate casts 

your fortune is your sorrow. 
Remember — nothing lasts. 


The leaves shone like mirrors after the rain, 
the sun was reborn refurbished in a tamarack, 
the birds sparkled like stars on wing, 

but the trunks of trees had turned black. 


There were daisies in you hair when the sky 
rubbed its eyes bloodred on evening bark, 

then plunged its face to cool in the water. 

Bats took frantic measure of the tumescent dark. 


A moon rose pale from the edge of the lake 

and launched the island on the night, 

ancient boat that carried you and I 

through a summer of love to the source of light. 


The Deafmute 


His hands are a pair of wrestlers: 
they 
dance 
bounce to and fro 
leap search for 
find 
the best position 
the best grip 
hug 
bend 
turn twist jump 
stand akimbo _ kneelon 
pull lock 
one another hold intertwine— 
thus he wrestles with the silence 
trying to match the force of words. 
With both hands he seizes the light 
and knocks sense into it and meaning. 
The eye is referee 
clear and candid 
it puts things in their place 
measuring the stillness at a glance. 
His eyes hear what they see: 
the wind bending branches in trees, 
a door slammed, footsteps crunching 
snow or sand, laughter shaking the body. 


All else is startling — it comes 
upon him 
suddenly 
overtakes him 
. abrupt 
from behind 
in a momentary fright 
that leaps out of the corner of the eye. 


Rain and thunder are mute 

on his roof at night, and music 

he hears only in his dreams. 

He wakes to a cock without crow, 
inhales the inaudible morning 


and gets up into a yawning void 
where without a word 
he converses with the deaf sun. 
Everything 

fills his ears 

with a hush. 

Spring waters rush downriver 
softer than sandsift in an hourglass 
and children play in autumn leaves 
as noiseless as a school of fish 


deep in the sea. 


The summer birds 
high in the air 
sing like daisies 
and neither praise nor love 
is music 
in his ears. 


Voices are lips and tongues twitching 
in bobbing slime like polemical polyps. 
He knows how to read a smile 
on the lips and the tongue’s love 
for the bite flashes between them. 
The ancient cry of animal pain 
is buried salt-deep in his lumped throat 
where phantom hands lie in ambush 
to strangle his laughter and leave grief 
speechless 
inside 

the soundproof walls of his solitude. 
His mouth — 

a swift cut in the wood 
of silence 

that makes him a seer. 
Language lies in his hands 
wrestling for comprehension. 
It is his handshake with a world 
that makes him signs 
from the heart 
of unutterable stillness 
into the light. 


The Spring of ’68 in Prague 


After the season’s midnight 
the last ice of terror 
broke against gothic piers. 


The river turns 

restless 

in his bed 

breathing 

through the open mouth 

of Charles Bridge. 

In the taverns of his dreams 
Wenceslaus 

boozes and whores, 

smoke slinks 

through cobbled alleys. 

At the town-hall 

twelve apostles file past 
freedom 

burning at the stake. 

There is a smell of human flesh. 
Black angels 

throw themselves from all the windows 
of the old and the new world. 


A cock-crow. 

The castle stirs, 

On its spread wings 
dawn glides 

over red gable roofs 

into the city’s heart. 
Spring rubs its eyes. 

On white gloved hands 
the elder-bushes hold a glass balloon 
filled with the early light 
of all Bohemia. 

It breaks 


up in plum and apple trees 

and bursts into showers of blossoms. 
The golden city 

preens its feathers 

with a song. 


And then the storm: 

a winter of steel 

thundering down the north hills 
with raw blasts and ice chains 
assaulting 

the young day. 

Buds and blossoms fall 

on violated ground — 

shards of shattered light. 

At the old mill 

moss clings to a water-wheel 
that turns no more. 


But from meadows and forests 
cocks call in rutting-flight. 
The unquiet river 

will rouse the land. 


